book, it had perished by natural decay, all the early pages had
crumbled to dust which blew away when she opened it.
So she sighed and got up and resumed her search. Presently
she disturbed a sort of cobra called a ringhals, which spat at her
and was gliding away when she said "You no dare spit at me. I
want to know who made you, and why you are so unlike me.
The mamba's God was no use: he wasnt real when I tried him
with my knobkerry. Lead me to yours."
On that, the ringhals came back and beckoned her to follow
him, which she did.
He led her to a pleasant glade in which an oldish gentleman
with a soft silvery beard and hair, also in a white nightshirt, was
sitting at a table covered with a white cloth and strewn with
• manuscript poems and pens made of angels' quills. He looked
kindly enough; but his turned up moustaches and eyebrows ex-
pressed a self-satisfied cunning which the black girl thought
silly-	.
"Good little Spitty-spitty" he said to the snake. "You have
brought somebody to argue with me." And he gave the snake
an egg, which it carried away joyfully into the forest.
"Do not be afraid of me" he said to the black girl. "I am not a
cruel god: I am a reasonable one. I do nothing worse than argue.
I am a Nailer at arguing. Dont worship me. Reproach me. Find
fault with me. Dont spare my feelings. Throw something in my
teeth; so that I can argue about it"
"Did you make the world?" said the black girl.
"Of course I did" he said.     .
"Why did you make it with so much evil in it?" she said.
"Splendid!" said the god. "That is just what I wanted you to
ask me. You are a clever intelligent girl. I had a servant named
Job once to argue with; but he was so modest and stupid that
I had to shower the most frightful misfortunes on him before I
could provoke him to complain. His wife told him to curse me
and die; and I dont wonder at the poor woman; for I gave him a
terrible time, though I made it all up to him afterwards. "When at
last I got him arguing, he thought a lot of himself. But I soon

